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| Dedication and Preface to the 


Reverend Mr. E. E., anc 
to the courteous Reader. 


Reverend Sir, 5 ; 

ND OL HE r ts ſo full of theſe Maxims an 
Doctrines, that you daily teach the People in you 
Vet / incommenſurable and undigeſted Harangues 

that I rhought it would not be amiſs to dedicate 1 

to you; and at the ſame Time to ſave the Trouble 6 
writing a Preface, I ſhall kill two Dogs with on 

Stone, and addreſs myſelf to your Reverence, and the courte 

ous Reader by Turns; and thus, by writing a Dedication an 

a Pretace at one and the ſame Time, and blending them togethe 

J. ſhall be the Inventer and Framer of a Hodge Podge, which neve 

an Anthor ( if I may be allowed to aſſume the Name) but myſel 

has thought upon. This Contrivance then, I claim as my ow 

and promiſe myſelf (I won't ſay flatter ) that I ſnall in I 

coming be reckoned one of your Diicovery Hatchers or Inventor 

among the Literati, and not only as the Poet ſays, I ſhall ba 


| nn==—e Picture in the F 
With Bays and wicked Rhime upon t, 


but my Name ſball ſbine in golden Charafters in the Republick 
Letters. I ſhall, in the firſt Place, then, Sir, addreſs myſelf 4 


DEDECH DION 


2 . ou have lately wade laoh a Buſole in the- er Id, and 
1 5 , 12 A 10 roſs d lt e hither and thither, 
| Mies, Net ONES 1 

bling mpaloregts that you cannot be Igo 
# TORE Jn bays geg reds &y het Tray ſafely 
extyl 1 Jas as 4 worly Patron, and You kewije may 
- without eit ber my. incurring 
ah of of a TN dee, cring ing, dull, flattering 


that v J ip tr Devil Fe fer a Hire, 


2 0 4 
Ts 


ped, creduduus,. fon, Fares Cokoonnb, that gau ſwallgy down 
Pole Floods of Flattery, pour'd galt Fes the ecrmon Shores of 


[coundre] Devil, that lives upon muddy Beer and fulſome Mun- 
2 in an babe Redoubt, garniſhed with Cobwebs, Bugs, 
rotten Straw. Sir, 1 hopes the World looks upon you and me 
ze Men L anot her Stamp; I knew you are taken for 4 Saint in 
be firft Place, 4 holy primitive Retormado £ Saint, one 2ho ne- 
tr walks by Rule of Thumb, or Ly the Condutt of wicked Laws, 
vr juft as he Spirit d. refs you ;*ſuch a Man as you are, Sir, 
us too great a Mind to be deceived by the flattering Speeches of a 
. cet, when nothing leſs than i bat many baked Monſter , 
ult);ude, is capable 7 flattering you ; or making you ſwallow 
W: golden Pills, by the Operation of which the Partent believes 
fe, a. God, yet his Godſhip, for all that, is but @ Deus mi- 
pPrum gentiam, ke that Sort of Pa gods among the Chineſe, 
bo are crabbed, that they won't grant the Petitions put up 
them „until their humble Petitioners beat them with Rods. Fuſt 


ve yourſelf 2 God, and the Mob are your Adorers. But Reve= 
nd Sir, b, in the mean Time, that you are but. like one. 
F theſe Pagods; for the Mob have thruſt a Bridle into your Chops, 
d, having covogred your Godſhip into a hobby Horſe have beat you 
ther and thither, and here and there, juſt as their wiſe Heads 
Freed them; 3, and, Sir, you muſt preach and teach whatever they 
eaſe, and graut 4 few Indulgences for their carnal Bents, and 
ſcious Tneltnations, elſe 8 Re verence will fall down from the 
2117997 of yer G Gary : 1 fer, oy you Feng but on a ſlip- 


a-Clerks,. Recorders, . 


Jour Character Hing taſh d with the Infamous. Names of con- 


prub-ſtreer, 2770 rbe poor Reward of Guiute ub and then ro 


is it with you, Sir, and your Friends the. Multitude ; you be- 


1 


and PR H F Ad E - = 

pery Precipice, a' Pinacle of Honour,” from which 4 very ſmall 
Thruſt will drive you headlong, and down you fall, Duds and all, 
and the Lord knows if ever you will be able to crauil up again, 
nay, I'm afraid you ſhall be daſhed to Piece. 
Now, ſince I hade given my Patron the Character of a Man 
not to be moved by Flattery, I ſhall next addreſs my courteous 
Readers, and free myſelf from the Inaputation of @ Elatterer : 
But in the firſt Place I muſt tell my gentle Readers, that I dont 
et up for an Author, as ſome paltry Scribblers have done of late: 
i» Nay, I am ſo far from it, that tho, by only holding my Peace on 
the Matter, I might have made the following Poem paſs for my 

own, and ſo have beceme a Poet by the Labour and luduſtry of 6+ 
rhers, as a certain Poetaſter lately did, who brought forth ſeveral 
Performances that he never concei ved; like theſe harren Women, 

that fain would have Children, but knowing their Defect, palm 

. ot ber People's Brats upon their Husbands for their own, by con- 
Wh wbeying them by Stealth among the Bed Clatbes, when the Sham- 
Labour is over: ſay, tho I might, by holding my Peace, have pak 
 mcd this Poem on the World as my own, yet Ihere deglare that I 

am not the Aut har of it. Suffice it that I tell you, it fell into my 
Hands, but din ſuppoſe J am to trouble you with a lung Canter- 
bury Tale how I got it: Town indeed, that I bawe a very great 
Ambition to be a Poet, but cannot ſay I ever came to any Perfection 
in the noble Science of Poetry. I remember a Friend of mine 
and I had a Diſpute upon the Subject, wherein I maintained that 
no Man could be a Poet, unleſs be were born with a Poet's Genius, 

' which he contradicted, telling me that a Genius was nothing ele but 
an idle Fancy: Then he produced an Argument from Lock, and 
maintained that a Man hub always a+ Genius for any Thing le 
apply d himſelf to, and © no*gonpiin+ this," be ſent me the next 
Day a Receipt for making 4 Poet, which if I put in Practice, 1 
ſhould be a Poet myſelf, tho I had never ſo much as. dream t of 
Poetry before; but there was ſuch hard Conditions init, that I 
newer had the Reſolution to put it to the Proof ; bowe ver, as Tam 
not of the Humour of keeping Secrets fon the Sake of private Inte- 
re, I ſhall, for the Benefit of Maukind, ſet dawn. here my 


To 


wi DEDICATION 
To know, ( ſays Ned) is mighty hard, 
85 What Things er a e aeg Bard : 
For Bards, an't made by Art or Wit, 
Peta naſcitur non fit 
But Ned, for once your Credit give, 
Tis not ſo hard as you believe. 
A Veſtment bad, a Judgment worſe, 
And ne er a Penny in his Purſe; 
Some Flights of Wit at ſtated Times, 
A good ſufficient Stock of Rhimes; 
As much Arthmetick, as may well 
Teach him his Fingers how to tell; 
A Fancy ſcaring to the Skies, 
A ſcurvy Itch for venting Lies, 
A Body meagre as a Ghoſt, _ 
Expos d a Nights to Cold and Froſt ; 
By Practice taught to ſtar ve and pine, 
And often with the Muſes dine, | 
A Garret and a Bed of Straw, 
A panick Terror at the Law, 2 
A Grudge at Bailiffs, Duns and Bites, 
A huge Conceit of what he writes: 
Theſe, Ned, applied by Art and Rule, 
Will make a Pcet and a Fool. 


K applied to myſelf moſt of the Ingredients of the foregoing Ree 


ceipt, and found them operating to very good Purpoſes , but when I 
bad become as it were but half a Poet, I gave over; for I could 
neder without Uneaſineſs think of becoming a Fool. = 
Having laid down theſe Premiſes concerning myſelf and the 


Poem; I ſhall prove to you now, that am not cut out for Flat. 


rery, and ſhall manage the Argument, Firſt a priori, then a 


oſteriori, next 4 tortiori, then by a Reductio ad ablurdum ; 
and laſelyj by an Argumentum ad hominem. Fi, à priori, 


Were I to flatter, I ſhould not. know with whom to begin; for I 
am ſo much a Miſanthrope, as to think, there is no Man worth 
the flattering, nay, the only Thing that would induce me to flat- 
ter & Aan, would be, in order to procure him a Miſchief ; but 


tho 


en. and PREFACE. Vi 
tho I be naturally a hater of Mankind, yet I love myſelf bette” 
| than to bring a Miſchief upon my own Head, by provoking others 3 
Thus you ſee then a priori, I am not naturally a Flatterer : Therefore 
I cannot flatter A poſteriori; What tho I ſhould for once go 
againſt Nature and try the flattering Trade, pray what would be 
the Conſequences? What ſhould I gain by it? For I own I 
have that Infirmity common to all Men, that I At from Views of 
Gain or Self-intereſt, and when I ſee no Good advancing to me by 
, ſuch an Action, why, Iforbear it rather than take fruitleſs Trouble 
> Zo myſelf: Thusa poſteriori, I am no Flatterer. 3 
zo ſhew the Truth of what I here advance, that no Good or 
vantage can follow Flattery, take theſe notable Inſtances 3; How 
many a learned Scull has 2 to a Golden Aſs, and got 10. 
thing but Grins and Sneers, and foppiſh Geſtures in Return & 
What Bundles, Treaſures, Maſſes, Hecatombs of Flattery bave 
been publiſhed in Dedications, what Villains have bad virtuous 
Charatters beſtow'd on them for the Sake of their Gold; and yet the 
Aut lors of theſe ſoporiferous Panegyricks, have been devoured 
in Garrets, by Vermin and Poverty, \without either being pitied or 
relieved by their, much honoured Patrons ? Nay, to go higher; bow 
much has a certain . been flattered and cring d to by the === 
and Managers of a certain Good Town, yet that , in 
ſome Pieces of his late Conduct; has ſhown, that be wiſhes that 
Good Town no Good, and this is all theReturn they have from him 
their cringing, excepting only a Purſe of yellow Boys now and t hen, 
#0 feed corgupt Humours, and placing theſe Good .in 25 Poſts, 
of hich honeſt Men have been depriv d, becauſe they could not cond 
deſcend to become Kiſs-breech C rt Sycophants, like thoſe ingen. 
ous Souls o have licked up the --=-=-« Excrements for the Sake © 
the Money and Poſts, to their immortal Honour and Glory. Thus the 
You ſee, that no Man of Senſe who Reflocts upon the Conſequences 
of Flattery to the Flatterer, can embrace that Trade. So 'much 
For the Proof a poſteriori. Now to prove it a fortiori; it may al- 
moſt be deduced from the preceeding Proof: Me are to conſider Firſt, 
the Good, that either the Flatterer or flattered acquires by Flattery, 
and next, the Harm. that they ſuffer: As to the. Good, there is 
very little of that to be had, either on the Side of the Flatterer or 
Hattered; if there be any Gand at all, I think it is n the Side of 
2 , i * the 
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| the Flatterer, for his fair Speeches perhaps may reap a golden Re. þ 


ward from the Vain Fools Hands, whom be makes a Dupe. of, 


tous, vain, ignorant Coxcomb ; nom when a Man is to ſet about 
doing any Thing, he is tarefully to weigh hoth the Good and the 
Hl rhat be may bring on himſelf by doing it; and according as 


rhe one or other of theſe preponderates, be is 10 a& or not F be 


le wiſe ; but any wiſe Man may ſee, that the bail Ciniſcquences. of 
| Flattery preponderate the ocd Ones: Therefore a fortiori, I (tho. 
| #0 wiſe " Man) having been told ſo by wiſe Men, and believing it, 
| eannot, nor will not, be 4 Flatterer. Now tomes our Reductio 


ad abſurdum; and tis that, Itold you above, that Thad not the = 


Confidence to aſſume to myſelf the Name of an Author, being no more 
bur @ Compoſer of Preis Title 5292 and Pre! mit ry Ha. 
rangues, Ion f ſay Dedications (for ſome n t allmu theſe to be 
penned without Flattery )leſt Tſhould bring myſeifinto aDiffieulty in ibe 
Proof, whithMeraphyſicks could not _ 2 out bf again ; ho can 
I who cannot ſo much as flatter myſelf, fiatter any other Man, withe 
cut being a ſuperfluous abſurd Fellow ; but negatur confequens : 
| Therefore I am no Fatterer; I know there has appeared a paltry Author 
'of late, who has flattered himſelf moſt egregiouſly at his pnſt ſetting 
out, yet I know that ſame Gentltman would rake it very ill, fibuld I 
rell bim, that from his Behaviour, I would jnage him capable of 
flattering others 3 howvever, I ſhall not be ſo ill natured : But whot, 
Þ the Name of Wonder ; makes him deny the Title Aut bor to Jo- 
decus and his other Friends, and yet take is ſo aſſumingly to bim- 
77 Ine der ſaw any of this Jodocus's Performances that 1 knew of 5 
jet from the Conduct of bis Antagoniſt, and Jodocus's compar'd 
together; I would be apt to judge that Jodecus is the wit- 
Hieſt Man of the to, or the ableſt, and that the Rea ſon he does. not 
anſwer this paltry Scribbler of an Aut bor, 1s, becauſe he. ſtands to him 
as the Maſtif Dog does to the little ſuarling Shockeear in the Fable ; 
get tho this Author's Works be little worth, and will die in the very 


them ; for I have that Talent of converting every the leaſt 7 


zo ſore Uſe or other ; his firſt Paper was @ Sermon picked from 


| while in the mean Time the Evil that follows to both by Flattery 
| 3s evident ; the World looks upon the Flatterer as a fly deceitful 
| Jing Rogue; and the flattered is accounted à conceited; eredu- 


Embryo, I found an Uſe for as much as bas yet bees publiſhed of 


ſome 


— 


— —— — = by — 


— 


| 


} 


bee Country Parſon's Common-Place-Book : His ſecond-was a 
- Billingſgate Harangue upon Jodocus- and his Aſſcciates : His 
third was. an. Opium, Pill, being a Diſſertation rediouſly contri 
againſt. Tediouſneſs it ſelf... The firſt one I have put into the Lining 
m Hat, which I wear when I go to ſee my dying Friends, thi 
lle my. naturally coſtive Brain with. common Place Learning and 
. Morals, and Tharangue to them of a future State; as well as, the 
. Parſon bimſelf, who wonders how ] have come by all his Sayings 
We ſecond une 1 have put into my Velvet Coul, which I wear in th 
Morning ; this belps me much to rail at my Barber „ and to abuſe 
im, het the Raſcal neglects his Duty, and comes too late 


| 


dlicine to me, and ſaved me, Lord knows how much in Aporheca 


0 throw it into the Fire, (as a Friend of "mine did) but imme 
| ' Hiately recollecking myſelf, fays I, Ned, be not ſo raſh, this ma 


mean Time comes in a learned Phyſician, whom I conſulted, an 


| 8 a vr $4 Flood-gate, he went off 5 and 1, inſtead of lining a Tr 


* 
in 
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-The laſs one, the Opium pull I have put into the Deuble of m 
Ng bt. Cap, by which. Means I fall aſleep as ſoon as my Head 
on the Pillow, only ſome Nights this makes me dream of Scolding 
And how. ſince- I am upon this Subject, before I go to the Argu 
mentum ad hominerm, 7 N returning Thanks publick 


p h ro the Author of Lawfulneſs and Neceſſity, and the An 


wer to the Defence, Cc. for the mighty Obligations 1 by unde 
0 him and his Books :_ For firſt, as for the Lawfulnelſs ( hcl 
he has very aptly called his P roſe-pills ) it has proved a good Ae 


fol I found a Coldneſs and Chilne 
1 was ſo enraged, that I was goin 


ries Bills: When I read it 
ver ail my Body, at aubic 


be put to fome Uſe, and immediately ] bethought myſelf to line 
Trunk with it; as I. was beginning to paſte on the Sheets, | 
good Luck, I was ſuddenly called to the Cloſe-Stool, and could ne 
get any Work done, the Operations came ſo thick upon me : nth 


* 


aſſoon as he had my Gold In his Fiſt, he told me, with a iacis 
Hippocratica, that tbe Cauſe of my Hypercatharſis was, 
reading too much at one Time of that learned Treatiſe of Pre 
. Eedents ; that it was a refrigerating cooling Cathartick a 
Phlegmagogue, like the Sal Glauberi, and that one Page w 
enough for a Doſe to any Patient: Then having 27 ſomet bi 


Lining of 


the Treatiſe, by his Advice, ſewed it into the 
1 . | Double 


HH DEDIGATION 
Doublet ; and always when 1 want to urge, I put on that Dok! 
Ber. I thou ht myſelf infinitely obliged to this Author, and was - 


expect ing 5 more from bim, when out comes the Anſwer #o 
#he Defence; this I began to read, when, in the very ſecond 


and Inclination to vomit; then immediately, without reading any 
more (for really, as to the Contents, it was not worth the Peruſal, 
and beſides it ſtunk confoundedly of Billingſgate Nh) I rook the 
Hint, tore it down, and ſewed ir into another old Doublet, and 
when I want to vomit, I put on that Doublet : I therefore & here 
avowedly return my Thanks to theſe two Gentlemen, Firſt to the An- 


for contributing, by their 
or b of Soul and Body. | 
Now here I do not think there is any Occaſic 2 for my' making an 


tings, fo et to the Advantage, 


World has turn d Writers, 575 may not I appear an 
this, Irhink, is a ſufficient Excuſe for my Writing. 
ſenſeleſs Controverſy aroſe. lately about pro and Con, which ſit 

der/ Body to Work, and not a Soul among ut all T_T hn, aka: i 
an Author even whether Nature would or wot. | 


| ths Neſt 3 2,” 


Then many an Af and many a Horſe 
Turn'd Writers, as it were, by Force, + 8 
And cheſs rhar bad no Wit deere, d 
Were furniſn'd here with Wit in Store 
And many a Thump, and many a W LY 
Each Par̃ty Writer lent his Fe; 
And yet, for all this mighty Pother, 
Not dne was wounded ty another: 
For fo the Deſtinies decreed, e 
A ſingle Hero ſhould not bleed. 
And 5 each Side, no Blood, I think; 654 
Was ſpilt; but Gods! A Deal of Ink. 5 
Thus Flefdes in ſound Skin, did jog- ved | 
From the Tine larian down SOUR ES ee, 


Page, where he ſpeaks of Pills and Poetafters, 3 1 found z Nauſea 


Bor of the Rr. Secondly 2 the Author of the Lawfulneſs, c. 


e for all this ſerawling and ſcribbling ; 700 now fi ſince all the 


ere was a 


—— 


pur the Queſtion to you, Gentle Reader, would you like the 
Name of @ Flatterer * Certainly no. Why then, if you be conſciou 
of this, you muſt abhor Flattery ; why, ſo do I upon this Ac 
count : And therefore I cannot flatter. Having thus finiſhed ny 
 drgument, with much Circumlocution, I ſhall again aareſs my 


without Vanity, that neither you nor I are likely to be flattered, fe 
| we are Men of no great Rank or Warth ; and as for turning 
| #latterers our ſetves, I hope the ſtrong Perſwaſions to the contrary 


and ſniveling tbro the Noſe, tho ſome envious Perſons are no 
| efraid to aſſert, That this Spirit is nothing at all in you but 


the Brains of your Saintlike Followers. The Poets of old, Sir 


o their Order; but you, Sir, have maintain d, and made it 


Gold, Silver and Braſs our Money i coin d, how then can any 


thong hi they honcured theſe Ages much, in beſtowing theſe Names 


and PREPACE 


Now, after this lang Digreſſim, have at the laſt Part of ou 
Argument, to wit, the Argumentum ad hominem. I ſhall 


11 


(elf to my reverend Patron, and then conclude. PE 
Reverend Sir, you muſt now own, that (not to flatter myſelj 
nor you either ) you are greatly obliged to me for vindicating both 


— 
* 


you and myſelf from the Brand of Flattery. J can tell you, Sir 


which. I huve ſcraped together, will keep us from falling into tha 
Snare. Sir, you are a Man of extraordinary Endowments and 
Ludlifications : They tell us you have the Influences of the Spirit 
at command ; beſides, they ſay ( envious People I mean ) That thi 
Light of yours is not all inward Light, but that you have foms 
Llgtances and Helpes conveyed to you from abroad: They ſa 
likewiſe, you can dart the Spirit into the Hearts of you 
Hearers, by certain Grins, niechanical Diſtortions of the Faces 


Grimace, and the Spirit of Uiqua or Aquavitz, operating upo 


feigned a Golden Age, 4 Silver Age, a Braſs Age, and an 
Iron Age; the Iron Age they reckoned the worſt, and moſf 
corrupt, the Golden Age the bejt, ard ſo of the others, according 


evident, by ſolid Arguments, that the Iron Age x the beſt of 
all: For, ſay you, Money is the Reot of all Evil, and of 


Good come of Evil? Theſe Wretches, the Poets, have given theſe 
wicked. Ages their proper Names, of. Golden, Silver and Braſs 
becauſe they being always poor Devils, and Strangers to Money 
put a huge Value upon that corrupt Commodity; and therefore 


1 
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ge to be the beſt of them all. "What, tho the Spartans made 
Loney of Iron, yet is was not ſo much Money as # Burleſque upon 
Maney Itſelf; and the Owners were obliged to carry it on Mbeel- 
Barrows and Turnnep Carts, not in their Pockets; and moreover 
ks long as they continued their Iron Money, they did well, but 
bene ver they got the Gold, they went Fo the Devil. To help 
Forwards your Argument, becauſe theſe Gentlemen, the Poets, 
ave” diſcribed the Golden Age, as full of Tynogence, and 
bow Mankind lived happy, and in Amity with one anot ber, 
xerciſing. good Offices every one towards his 'Neighbour 3 you have. 
plantly aſſerted wit bout contradicting them in theſe Facts, That 


of Living, was an unqueſtionaple Mark of their Corruption and 
Degeneracy : For, they being immer d in Gold and Silver, and 
Braſs, became lazy and luxurious, and ſo having no active Spirit 
n them; they had no Power to do either Good or Evil, till once 


hieb according to your Doctrine is Zeal for Religion: There was 
Envy, Hatred, Spite, and Rancour 3 W ich is according to you # 
Contempt of the Wicked, and the Things of this World, and 4 
p lorious Looking for better Things to come: "There was Sullenneſs, 


dence, © and* the Operations of Grace in the Heart: There was 
awful Uſe of the Creature for the Support of the Body, worn out 


fery, Whoredom, and all Manner of  Immorality which with 
you is a Neplett of 'the earthly. Body for the Edification of tbe 


Hons, the pure Spirit may improve by it, and in the mean Time, 
throw out 4 pious Ejaculation. In ſhort, Sir, you exclude all in» 
7pid Morals from Religion, and foiſt into their Place, pure unſpote 


8s are not e or prophane Legaliſts to know : And therefore, 
Sir, ſince the following Poem is modelled on this Dottrine of pour 83 
7 have preſumed to dedicate it to you, VHV 


* Fa 


Rs * Your hamble Servant, : 
nnn NED SCRAWI. 


* > pay 


pon them; but from their own. Mouths you bave proven the Tron - 


ankind did live ſo in theſe Ages; but then, That this Way 
our Iron Age came in: Then there as' War and Perſecution 3. 


7 elane bolly, and moroſe Ill. nature; which with you js Faith, Confi. 
Drunkenneſs, Chambering and Wantonneſs ; which you ſay, is the 


by the Operations of the Spirit: There was Fornication, Adul- © 


Pure Spirit: For while a Saint is committing any or all of theſe Ae. | 


red Contemplation, ſubtil ſpeculative Chimeras, and ſuch Things 


41 Paſtoral D. IALOGUE between 


Doth our own Laird ſucceed = 


8 13 2 


e 


Andrew Oh bſon and 7 homas 
mu volrich. 


| CLUBSON. Eh | 
IEEE j Ou're welcome, Woolrich, from Dunfermline Fair, 
) >: What News from thence: 2 How ſold the — 
82 ep * 
N. 0 0 L R 1 Cc Fl 
Not well: T he News, Our Landlady 8 dead, i "4 
Then thro? the Marker like a Moor-burn ſpread, . 
CLUBSON : 


1 R% 


Faith no, 1 doubt 


"Tis an outlandiſh Man „ they call Gomonrs, 


. £4DBSON.. ED 
Alas! That's doleful Ne ws „ Oh . Gar pogr ne. 
mur | rd be; ourſelves will ger the $ Stocks, 5 
7 we e complaj fi and yet they A that he _ . a 5 


—— 


1275 ＋ 


a 
rain'd 'd. he Lajcdſhip by the Lords Nee . 

Ws F 
WOOLRICH. Ma 


'Tis true, alas! and that too plainly ſlows, 


Our Laws are twiſted, like a waked Hoſe : TT. 
How on their Faith ſhould ſimple Folks rely, * 
While they, obſcure, i in doubtful Quibbles ly; 4 * 
And always with the Men in Power comply. af 
Hence our Forefathers did this n draw, ee. 
b. me the Man, nd Tl flow you 1 Law : 


Vet do not loſe your Heart, for People ſay 5 


The Laird, at laſt, wil come to get the Day: : 


1d Laws yet turn their Senſe the other Ways 4 
"= Faith I'm tyr'd. 1 8 


CLUBSON. | 
| Ren 15 To yonder Shade retreat, | 
Phil Noontide * Sun ſhall ſpend þ his e eat, 


* a N * Al f 
ö r 


Twi „ 


. Flocks ate in the Fold; and ald 2 8 


| While faichſul' Colley's poſtsd-nc dhe Dort 


\ | 


: „0 0! L RIC Wir"! * vr ae Ak 


| Thisisa hearrfome Place, I do pfoſeſi: 


And Thanks to Heaven for ſuch 4 ein} 


Here we're at Eafes while; bani baniſh'd- from his bab 


Our Laird doth: beg His Bread in Lands unknown * 1 8 i 
And ſure: this Noiſe and Hurty: 5 "Bris 1 7 
No Life's 1 ſxett as Paſtbral Repeſet ol 3; 5 Re 


Ev n our late two fat di Chambelklin, I dan 5 6 
| Who but ſotne Days ago nid domincer; 5 cn A 


Now lies in Priſdn till this Comp be: clear 7 


; His lordly Com rades, who the Spoil did RE 12 
Stripp'd of their Liyerier tbo, lock ferub and bar 
| While Wretches; Vo ev'n Gibbets would dilgtncey.- 


start up, like 'Mauftcrooths, and ſupply their Place: ® +, 1 


And thus *vill aways be until the Lid 11 5551 % 


* and lighted Honeſty regard 3 „ Vet 2 14 


_-_ 


2 6 5D 2 0 tte NS er | 
| £ 2 2 Qs A . — 414 2 * — 1 41 1D 14.£% 


9 


N S. 1 ae © ale Cliiger art 
n 3 _ OY 


if 16 1 5 ” 
Mein while, like Skitibb, ſecure we U breathe below 5 
While the loud Tempeſt talleſt Oaks © rerthrow ! ENF 
N 0 Arnis, no Walls, we. need for our Defence ; 
Far Pajerry's a e Innocence. 5 5 | EOS | 
gel n 
hut oh! when ſhall we ſee ſuch Days again ! 
is we enjoyed in peaceful CHARLES! his Reign "of 
he Laird'was then at Home, and in the Field A bi: 
What Plenty did our Flocks and Harveſts yield? ö 
No curs d State Trick did cheat tlie Farmer's de, 
-No Union did enſlave, no Malt- Tax curſe 3. 
Kage was the Ceſ; che Cheeſe and Butter fond 
And Sheep and Wool were good as: Money told 
Great Sums, each Term, our thriving Shepherds , 
Yet took their Pint, and paid their Maſter's Rent 3; 
The Times were happy, and che Farmer's Pay; Fr pry 
And their hard Toil relieved by Lore and Play: ||, |: 


* 


How many a Summer 's Evening have Lſeen, LUR "0 2 
Al our Town Lak. dance on Beſj's Green Z 


S ˖ ·W 1 — 


Ber 4k: 2 A 54 3 I HAAS oe 


ay yay, or Hide 2nd 28 PAY + "4 ; 


* 
Renee Bee ER SSIInrnnn er ne err Dr er gn ere 


Fre. T a 1 

1 "A did we ugh, to bear che Gamkeys- ſneak: . 
Þ} ls When ſeiz'd by the Gown-Tail ; or, in the Dark, 
Ty By a ſhore Cough or Saser dive their Spark ? - 
: Lord - Should we do juſt noi is we did chen, 

| We would be look d on as: diſtracted Maia: : 

But ſtill the Hil Convent ticles did prove 

The beſt Oceabons for this Works of Love'; ; 
1 Zealots rim d, ſecure of future Grace, 
Il if they but wore Religion. in their Face. 

| A Sniveling Tone, a Beggar's whining Cant, 

| 


A 4 * ſi 
— — 
— — „„ 
* — t * — 
5 a. — Q 
0 


Were the undoubee{ Tokens of 4 Saint. 
| To cheat, to I, 26 perjure and blaſpheme, 
Were caſket; triffling, venial Faults with them; 
| For fink an earthen Pitcher in the Dirt, 
| The Liquor that's within receives no Hurt: 
o, tho the filthy Fleſk were drown'd in Sin 
Yet the e believing Soul is ſafe within. 
1. 0 0 L R 10 H. 
Sach were e Dodrines which indeed chey 1 
* brings: a wanton x Tale into my Head, 


* 


4 


That happened here. OY ſome Years . 5 1 
When Faith ſent Saints a whoring to and fro. ' . 


I from the School, that Year you went, came home, of 
And idle, round my Father's Doors did r AN = F 


I chought lin h becauſe he bought a Few, of, 2 0 8 4 
And, hated Work, as moſt young Fellows a.” 4 
Tow many a Time has my old. Mother, a 8 3 


«5 106. 


ell in a Pulpit one Day wag his Head: =: 1 248 


For he'll neer proſper at his Father's 8 Trade 3 t } 
Pur ſhe was much miſta'en, for faith I took” 3” We, i | 
More Pleaſure in my Paſtime than my Bock e 27217 
Tis true, in Stories I took much Delight, * 5 &E 
bat I might tell chem oe'r again at Night . 6 53 
But faunter'd oft by Day, and oft did haunt 1 70 1 


Dceaſtons 3 l for I bk'd'a Female Sai 


Dne Day, I think it was. the firſt of June, $23 045 e 

uſt when the Laſſes milk the Kine at Noon, a 2:13 35% 
went to yonder Hollow, where you ken 7 

The little By-road croſſes through the Glen; M19 $3907 
loſe by a Hillock, near to Mues Well... —— 5 


410 


f 6: VG hear douce Mes Tre holy Yowles and Cries, 


© His clamorous Nonſenſe, and vile Blaſphemies, - 


1 laid 1 me down, 8 and ſoon; a ſlumbring feu, 3 


4 Then flapp'd my Shoulders with 2 ſweaty Hoſe. | 
1 ſtarted up, and ask'd Rim Atraight from whence! F * 
Quo' he, «-and pointed to yon Hill, from chence; 


Where long-ſpun Words betwixt his Jaws expire, 


« As the vile Figure of the Face he wear?:ẽ 


« Heavens Gates fly open at his gowling Prayer: 1 


06; Dork, curſe che King, and whine the ering! Saints] 


* 19 RE 
But had not reſted 1ong, when merry. O+ 1+ +: <2 
Came ſolty up, and wak'd me with a Gide 1 wr 
He wich a Straw did tickle firſt my Noſe, 


1 


cc Look up and ſee what Swarms of Zealots come, 


As Dunghil-Bees to rotten Carion hum. + Daten 


cc And twine, like Slayer, from a feveriſh Fire; 3 (2 


« Till his Religion as deform'd appears, + N 


55 And Knaves and Rebels only enter there! 2 — 1 
cc He with our Saviour's. ſo familiar ſtilll. 
6c He forms his Council and directs his Will! | 


THR "0s, « And 


a * 2 _ - l 
l 1 * N * * 5 —Y 7 * - CER NE PE PREIOIn 8 . 

bi ? 7 5 3 . 
6 a * 
- We 8 £4 Az 
7 1 - . 

N 5 93 Wat, © 

| 1 * 
- : : 7 
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And them more fri Stekl than the- De'il he Paints, 
Pox rot the Feaft ! his hcllow Coughs and Hems, 
He Rails at people by their Chriſtian Names, | , 
Tells all their private Chat ant -publick News, 
wih all ders done. in Pawdy-bcuſe and Se; 
And yet, tis firange, as heexdlts his Tone, J 
F The holy Wives and ſighing diſters Grean! 
* But ſtill I think, the End brings on the Je eſt, 
+ And boaſts ſome Score of Maiden-heads at leaſt; 
For why ſhould not the Elect chere rejoice,. 
And ſhow by Works 5 chat Heaven a pproves che Choice. 
But now Farewell; for 1 muſt ſtrai Shit Repair, 
ich cheſs few Wedders to 8. Jebyſtomn Fair. 
90 ut where 8 your Wiſe: ? Said I, at Home, quo he, 


a Wich much ado this Day ſhe depute me 
To turn Saint-Errant; for ber late Returns 
0 kes me oft. jealous of a pair of Horns. | 
This ſaid, away! he our d. but 1 lay ſtill, . . 
Y d Nepr ill Evening by the little Rill. l 
The san wa juſt a ſetting w when! were, 25 i ; 


| | "4 ory * 

"My Fane warm with what my Friend had talk d: 2 
Then to the little Road I turn'd my Eye, 
And ſaw vaſt Crouds of either Sex paſs by); 
I f poke with divers; But when all were gone, 
1 ſaw a Country Laſs come all alone, 
i: Penfive with Zeal, with too quick waking warm, 
A Highland Plaid hang folded on her Arm, 
| A party .colour'd Belt her Waiſt embrac'd, 
Her Body was in pure white Linen laceds 

H er upper Coat was red, and kilted high, 5 
The under white, ſomewhat below her Thigh 3 


Her Apron at the Belt was only ſeen ; 

Cloſs folded in her Lap, and of Sea. green. 

On her ſoft Neck a, coloured Napkin ſpread, . 
The Stripes were white and blue, the Borders red, 
* down her Breaſts the Wings extended lay 
| Betwixt her Boſom naked did diſplay, _ 


Soft, warm and full, and white as driven Snow, 
And Bubbies, which with gentle Heavings glow. 
Plump were her Checks, and dimpl'd near the Chin, 


—— 


C 22 4. 
Sweet 1 were her Lips, like Scarlet ſhone within; 
As Ivory white, her Teeth; her ſhining. mage 
Tied in a Bunch behind from either Ear, N 
Was black 28 Jet: The ſhogr did looſely flow, | 
d like a Cloud did cover Half her Brow, 5 5 
From which her Eyes as Ebon black did ſhine, 
With languid Air, and downward did decline, an 


3 


Which o'er her Face ſuch tender HAS: 
tke Roſes varying into white and red; 

While on her Neck, her Beads of Glaſs 1o clear, 
did like black Berries in a Ring appear, 

wiming in Milk, fue ſyote at erery Pore, | 

ad in her Hands, her Shoes and Bible bore: 


— 


er yellow Gloyes, and her white plaiding FRY 
7 refoot ſhe lightly skiff d along the Grals, 7 


clever Huſſie, healchful, feat and. clean, 1 


eſh were her Looks, and comely was her Mein; 


det, eaſy, tempting, as our Dames of old. 


a 4 


# , 
. 
; Fe ? 2 * 2 
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ung, on her Belt, her. Legs as red's the Roſe; F 


3 
- 
+, 
1 
* 
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all, ſtraight and round; the was a buxom Lak, pF 


N T6 23 1 
Ver! Nature they for Affectation ſold. 
Z hs. whence, from whence ? ? My boar Laß, 5 fig 1 
From the Occaſion! Lad, ſbe did reply: 4 
If you'll fir down a while upon the Graßz 
. Said I, I'll go along with you dear Laſs? 

: She gently lean'd her down, and fi ighing thrice 3 | 


: She wrung her Hands, and turning up her Eyes; 

| Oh? Holy Man ſhe ſaid 1 ad her Name, 1 
Quo ſhes in Geneſis s youll - read the ſame, | 
I'm SARAH call'd. Said , - fill well you're known, 
You live twelve Miles from cis in Guter 
| Then did I fh, and whine of Heavens Deli she, 
And told her Tales of holy. Hypocrites! 5 
5 I ask d her many a Queſtion, from a Book | 
| Which. had lain ſeveral twelve Months in che was 
Which ſne had all by Rote: But laſt I ſaid, 
Gan Ju tell me, -why- Wotan firſt was made? 
Indeed quo : the, and ſigh'd, I dinna kern, 
Tur our Mes Jobs ſays, they were made for Men; 
Oh! ! he's a Saint! his heavenly Veice and Face, 


Fe 
wh +: 


. 

Shows TH an Elect Labourer for Grace, | . 
SAKAH « quo he, when all the reſt were gone, | £559 
Tf you'll conie here the Morn it Night alone, 5 

1 will examine thee ; thou Babe of an . 


3 


For ſure among Believers thou Jil be bleſt. 3 
How ſuker d 4 Goſpel-Tongue! 1 There . my o l 
III ſtay a Night, for ſhe's another Saint. 1 „ 
E know her- well; ſaid I, but think it odd, ; | <0. 
None ftay'd with hin of ll the holy Cod; 
None, none quo ſhe, except one godly Laſs, : oj . 
Vhem he's to examine as they homewird: paſe 1 51 
This Night, ſaid I, bell Exerciſe agen, 
D! it is good to cheriſh holy Men: | „ 
or Woman's but a Part Cs 
hey were but one, till God did make them two. 
That's true, ſaid ſhe, Mes Jobs oft told me ſo! 
kiſed her then and Sigh d, SARAH, laid I, 

' hat would you to a Man in Lore reply, 

f ould you le: a poor Creature pine and dy ? 2 ; 


adeed quo? ſhe, you put me to 4 Tacks | 


— — — YA. — 1 


ö 1 TE 435" <1 
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But I ſhall rell when they the Queſtion n 
vet Meſs Jobn, lays, we ſhould do all we can, = £ 
For to comfort and help E ſuffering! Man; A 
In Truth, I did reply, that were but kind,  - - . 
For Charity doth every Perſon bind: : 1:54 
And therefore pity me, or elſe] dy 37 ee 


Slaih by the Brightneſs of your glancing Eyes 5 


: Nature and Heaven, * no Ddubt, did make you fair, | 


To fave by Love, not murder by Diſpair: 
You have a pawky Tongue, quo ſhe, and ſly 3 5 


Of that Diſcaſe this Tear you v winot dy: 
My Mother dens; 4 by her both bred and nurſt, 1 
Still bad me lock on Men as Things acurſt, Þ 


Whoſe Tongues were ſweeteſt when their Hearts were wort: 3 


Shame fa tir old Gipſey, Seals Laſs, ſaid I, 


To cheat your ſimple Years by ſuch a ho” 


Does not Meſs Job, the holy Man, approve, . Tp 
That we our Neighbours as ourſelves ſhould Love? TY 


And if you'd once love me 2s I do thee, 


we two Tm fire would very ſoon + 2 Rt 8 
3 „„ 


8 <q 26 1 
"Tis true, quo 6 we ſhould che word obey,” 
But we're not bidden lore a ſinfuꝰ way „ 
A ſinfu” Way, faid I; 'E pray Mid not he, 
v ho made the World, make Love as well as thee? 
For when all T hings their firſt Beginning had, 
All «then was Good, as the Creator ſaid: . 
This Life is Good, what's Good we ſhould improve, 
The higheſt Perfection of this Life is Love. 
That's true, quo” ſhe, but there he doth not mean 
A fleſhly Love, that's carnal and unclean. 

nclean ſaid I; ee Tm fare, can tn 


For tho' 1 vile Py „Thing impure, 
Yet Saints regen rate are from Sin ſecure. 

hat's very true, quo ſhe, but yer alake! 
The Spirits willing, but the Fleſh is weak. 

ake heed, ſaid I 3 Meſs Jahn himſelf doth 6. 

he Lambs of Grace, may a! together play 

d Bumiar ſays, who is. our ſecond Paul, 

rue Fines can never riſe until hey * 511 


"of N one can regen rate be till once unclean: 


t 3 „ 
Then you re out of our holy Covenants, 1 
Until you ſoundly fall like other Saints, 5 
The koly * Bunnian, and bleſs d + Rutherford, 
Quo” ſhe indeed, ſpake many a powerfu' Word 
Their ſweet Tongues ſaid; that each * Saint, 
Was a true Member of the Covenant. 
In troth, ſaid I, you know not what they mean 


For by REGENERATION's underſtood, 
New Birth to Souls defil'd by Fleſh and Blood. 
I ken't quo ſhe, the Word was ſacred ay, 
Which our Meſs John fo often bade obey - : 
And yet i ſays, when he's of Spirit full, i 


& 
„—— tC... a 1 1 * oY 
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* Bunnian was an En 3 T VIP and is 1 8 Cd Pau 
Becauſe, being Jook'd'i upon as 4 Reprobate by the Saints, N 
all of a ſudden got a Goſpel-Call ; and ever after, pretendin 
a divine Infpiration, he travelled about and preached to his de 

| luded Audience, He wrote an enthuſiaſtick Kind of Romanc 

Which he called the Pilgrim s Progreſs, and is ſtill in ę 
Eſteem among the Saints: 

1 Mr. Samuel Rutherford was a mad Hill-Preacher, in the Reig 
of yg ay 8 7 0 ſeveral ef. but the mo 
in Vogue is a Collection of his Letters, w ich are exactly l 
the "ING of a Man in a Fever. 


_ 


73 a3 T7 
e Members oft are moved by the Soul, 
e has, ſaid ; in troth, a powerfu' Thos 
That never mean't the craving. Members Wrong 5 "ie 15 
or well his Members and his Faith agree, (nl 
wg may by his daily Practice ſee. oo 
or when all T hings from their firſt Nothing roſe, 3 
N The wiſe CREATOR then did all diſpoſe | 175 
ro human Uſe : And us kind Heaven: did make 
art of this World; and ſhould we not de. 
Of this World' 8 Pleaſure, for its Maker” 8 * ; 
nd ſo we ſhould, quo ſhe ; ; but yet I ay. | 
That we ſhould go it in a lauf Wa . 4 
3 holy SARAH: 5 oh! quo I, take care 


gen do not Law to Goſpel now prefer ; 8 1 | 
The Goſpel firſt was made to take awa' SY 
| he g grievous Rigour of the apcient Law 155 
And for the Laws of Kings, full well tis wem 
| he Covenanted Saints wou 'd never own. 

igs vo, quo ſhe, for Meſs Jol lays they come; 
rom che Red Whores of bah and Rome > 


„ ˖ 


And wicked ins. that obey them beſt, 


Have cloven Feet, juſt like the horned RY EN. 


You know, ſaid I, a true Believer faith, 


A Saint can never er if be bas Forth 


. For ſhould he cheat, lie, murder and realy 2- 


Ik he beliere aright, his Soul ; is well. 


Tre heard him oft fay ſo, quo ſhe indeed; 

But we ſhould only ſin, when there 3 
Wy? then, faid I, there is great Need juſt vn. 

What, if tis fore-ordain'd, it ſhould be ſo.2 

All's fore-orfainh, that ever comes to * 


| Then lets obey Decpecs my dainty Lafs. - 


Alake ! quo ſhe, I ken no what to fa, „ 


Tho' he decrees, yet he forbids. duch dert 905 

Or would Meſs Fobn, when Laſſes play the 2. 
Cauſe them fit thrice on che regenting Stool? 
The holy Man, ſaid I, the Stool doth * 
(When a Degree's fylfilld by any Saint) 

That Lads may ken their Laſſes when they An: 
For it were ek er he a 


LEE 
* 


4 
6 . 


1 
Decree the very Thing he doth forbid. 
IT | # 50 5 wo f 
And ſince tis in our Catechiſm contain d, 


Nought comes to paſs but 'what is foreordain'd ; TO WI 


Vhen the bade me beware of Lads like you 3 


She ſaid, you'd. t turn your Tongue a thouſand Ways 5 
And oft the fikhy Fleſu the Heart betrays. 5 
) hat did your Morher love, faid I, but Pelf: 


It is a Sin to puniſh any Man, Fur X 
For Crimes predeſtio'd, cer the World began; l 
Nor can't. be call'd- a Sin in you and me, e a UH 
Like others, to fulfil his own Decree, 815% 
nn 
Shou'd your ly Tongue my Honefly ſubdue: - 
only Shield that ſparing Nature gave, ar nd 
From wyly Lads our Mhaiden-heatls to Mr. 
By that, ſaid I, kind Nature plainly ſhows wi, 
Shields are uſcleſs; where there are no Foes: 
the form d you armleſs, cauſe you need not fight, 
d made Jou happy, in your own Deſpight. Io) 
o, go, quo ſhe, my Mother fill ſpake true, ? 


5 


t. 3¹ 1 

Wpy did fhe tilt achuding Man herſelf? ? 
Theſe are the Carline's Tales, % when they re once ald, 
Their Senſes languiſh'd, and their Blood grown cold, 
But I fu oft have heard, when ſhe was young, 
War Tricks ſhe play d: The fiend cut out her Tongue? | 


A Quo ſhe, tis late; the reſt are hate before 85 


| Till once we exerciſe a While in Love: 


The Kine and Sheep are bleating bout the Doors 3 
Now will you go? Said I, I will not move $i. 


Your raviſh'd Soul to Paradiſe will ſoar, 
By t ten Foot higher than it did. before: 
Let clatt'ring Meſs Fohns talk of Things abore; | 
He, ſhall the Shadow, | we'll the Subſtance prove. 
This ſaid, I faw her Eyes begin to melt, 
At the approaching Joys, her quick ned Fancy ers 
1 kiſs'd her glowing Lips ; a quivering ran 
Throw all her] oints, at the Approach of Man. 
Oh! tis a Sin! forebear? She ſighing cri'd, 
Tho? not by Man, yet we by Heaven are ey'd. 
aid I, dear SARAH fly that needleſs Care, 
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For Heavens imployed in hearing Meſs Jobe Pray'r. 
Then trembling, ſhe ſigh'd cut ſuch Words as theſe, 
« Uſe ? uſe my carthly Body as you pleaſe ; | 

c But my believing Soul ſhall mount above, 

& And taſte the Sweets of uncorrupted Love. 


CLUBSON: 


t nice Gome-off i in troth ; and hence we ſee DE 
"Tis from, the. Fruit, we beſt can know the Tree; 

N nen Virue from Reli igion is disjoin d, 

Zea i I ve Fever i in the ſickly Mind. 

wt E bur Lads returning from the Fair, 
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el home; and leave the Cattle to their Care. 


O O ERICH 
lake haſte and let us to ſome Shelter fly, 9 85 
or lock, 1 ſee Storms gathering 3 in the Sky: . 
de how our lowring Cattle round them gaze, | 
Run quick, run quick ! The Lord ſend better Days: 


FE NES 


